106                                          The Sunny Hours-
caf^s, awakened shrilly to their trade, exuded a
tawdry glamour. In the larger establishments the
Parisian-clad wives of government officials nibbed
shoulders with tourists and the Annamite aristo-
cracy. In the maisons of lesser repute, Algerian
conscripts, rough-complexioned European seamen,
Eurasians, naud a medley of unclassi liable persons,
sought solace in the drowsy syrups of the moment.
The glitter of the Rue Catinat appealed to
Chaleeo. Often he found himself staring- at his
own image in one of the large gilt mirrors in a cafe
doorway. His dark sepia limbs wer^ supple and
well-formed; his face had a hint of that spiritual
beaxrty which is common amongst the peasantry
of the Far East. The mirrors afforded him un-
limited amusement, until a too oflicious head-waiter
would appear and, apopletie with annoyance,
would gustily warn him off the premises.
The commission which Chaleeo received from
Sway Lira for bringing fresh customers to his shop
was a paltry one, but free rice and lodging were
also supplied. The shop was situated itx an alley-
way in the heart of the Chinese quarter of the city.
In the day-time there was a cavern-like atmosphere
about the district. There was no sanitation; thin,
bony pariah-dogs acted as effective scavengers*
Cobwebs in their dusty thickness resembled ropes.
The sunlight was a stranger in the musty recesses
of many of the shops. Sallow-faced Annamite
women crouched listlessly behind the tills in the
intervals snatched from feeding their ever-growing
families.